I usher

Such unexpected dainty bit for breakfast
As never yet I cooked; 'tis not Botargo,
Fried frogs, potatoes inarrow'd, cavear,
Carps' tongues, the pith of an English chine of

beef,

Nor our Italian delicate, oiPd mushrooms,
And yet a drawer-on too ; and if you show not
An appetite, and a strong one, I'll not say
To eat it, but devour it, without grace too,
(For it will not stay a preface) I am shamed.
And all my past provocatives will be jeer'd at.

MASSINGER (from The Guardian)

On some, a priest succinct in amice white
Attends ; all flesh is nothing in his sight !
Beeves, at his touch, at once to jelly turn,
And the huge boar is shrunk into an urn;
The board with spacious miracles he loads,
Turns hares to larks, and pigeons into toads.
Another (for in all what one can shine ?)
Explains the seve and verdeur of the wine,
What cannot copious sacrifice atone ?
Thy truffles, Perigord ! thy hams, Bayonne !
With French libation, and Italian strain,
Wash Bladen white and expiate Hays's stain.
Knight lifts the head, for what are crowds undone.
To three essential partridges in one ?
Gone every blush, and silent all reproach,
Contending princes mount them in their coach.
POPE (from The Dunciad)
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